Letter from Emily S. Harris to Leander Harris, August 31, 1862 by Harris, Emily S., c.1835-1866

Transcription:
Hampstead Aug 31/ 62
Darling Husband,
The season has 
come round that I have been dread-
ing so long, because it remininds 
me of the last days we spent together
Oh these evenings make me so 
lonsome; if you could only come 
back to me it seemes as thought I 
would never ask for anything else in 
the world. We heard last night 
that the rebels were within five miles
of Washington and I say if we hav 
cant’ muster soldiers enough to hold 
the capital we ought to loose it, 
dont you? But it looks darker and 
darker on our side every day. It seemes
if God prospers the right, that the 
South must be in the right.
Well it is no use to talk of this
for it won’t alter the war one way 

Transcription:
or the other. But perhaps it may 
give you some pleasure to know 
somthing about your wife and babies
I havn’t got the head-ache to night 
and I have been to meeting too, Annie 
and I. I am sitting by the table 
in the corner of our front room, writing
^on the same table where you finished up your writing
when you were at home, using the 
same pen-holder, which I have bit 
a dozen times to night right where 
you used to bite it when you got 
a little perplexed. And now per-
haps you ca imagine just how I look 
I am considerable thiner in flesh 
than I was when you went away 
but that isn’t to be wonderd at as 
I have had a cough most all summer 
but I have go a good appetite yet
And it is my opinion that I look 
all of a year older. I met Dorathy Page 
at meeting to-day and she inquired 
about you-of course. I should like

Transcription:
to tell you a remark she made 
about you to Ruth. She is what I call
indecent
Julia was here last night
with her three youngest children
William has had the mumps on 
both sides and is quite unwell now 
I wrote a few lines to you last Tuesday 
morning and enclosed them in a pac-
age I was intending to send you by 
Eastman but havn’t seen him yet, but 
have understood he intends to stay 
a couple of weeks longer. I have 
understood since he came home 
that you had got the place of Stew-
ard and that Evender Corson was 
going to take you place. and then . a
day or two after that, I understood 
that it was not Corson but Ezekiel
Bartlet, and to-day I heard that 
he was looking up a steward to take 
back with him, and that Nat. Frost 
was likely to be the favord one.

Transcription:
I come to the conclusion that 
he had encouraged them all. But 
I don’t beleive you will get the place
and I wouldn’t expect it if I were 
you.
I talk of having my hair
shingled, would if I knew you had
no objections. It is coming out very 
fast just as it did two years ago 
and I am afraid I shall loose it 
all. Well the oil is all burned out 
of my lamp and so I guess I’ll 
finish tomorrow morning by day 
light Good night precious husband
Yours as ever Emmy
Monday morn.
And now dearest 
it looks likely to rain and I must 
finish In a hurry for father wants 
to go to the office before it rains 
and I think you would rather 
have short letter than none 
at all. I answerd Joseph’s letter

Transcription:
last night. Havn’t written to your 
mother for a long time. Last night 
I dreamed I was trying to see the Dr 
because he had started to go home 
I thought I went to the depot so 
as to be sure and speak to him and 
after a good deal of crying and 
fretting I made out to see him but 
he didn’t appear a might like the 
old Dr. And then I dreamed you 
had got home to stay a short time 
and you held me in your arms and 
I was so happy. You know I havn’t 
received any letter this week to answer 
but perhaps I shall get one to-day
Havn’t seen anything of your two 
friends yet, and don’t think I shall 
now. Ruth told me some time 
ago that the reason she didn’t write
to you was that she had been expecting 
one from you by what you wrote to me 

Transcription:
The Dr sent word to me that he 
should certainly call here before he
went back. He is tending Jacob 
Emerson, sick with the consumption
But I must stop. God grant 
that I may have the privelage of 
writing again. Your own as ever 
Emmy
